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TABERNACLE OF THE CONGREGATION. 
And Moses took the tabernacle, and pitched it with- 
out the camp, afar off from the camp, and called it 
The Tabernacle of the Congregation. And it came 
to pass, that every one which sought the Lord, went 
out unto the tabernacle of the congregation, which 
was without the camp. Exodus 33: 7. 
Israel, in ancient days, 
Not only had a view 
Of Sinai in a blaze, 
But learned the Gospel too: 
The types and figures were a glass, 
_ In which they saw the Saviour’s face; 
O grant that I may faithful be 
To clearer light vouchsafed to me. 
[The above, printed on cards, may be had at the S. 
S. Deposilory, 25 Cornhill, Boston.] 
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RATIVE. 





From the S. S. Visiter. 


his eye first upon her agitated countenance, and 
then upon the letter which lay in her basket. 
After a moment's silence, he said, ‘* Mother, 
won’t you read to me about the lady’s treasure, 
and—what was it, mother?” 

** My dear, the letter is from your aunt Emily, 
and your dear little cousin Francis is dead. I 
will read you the letter.”” James looked very 
earnestly and sadly at his mother as she opened 
the letter and read. 

THE LETTER. 

My dear sister,—A mother’s heart only, can 
appreciate the agonized feelings with which I sit 
down to write you. _ Oh, could you take a seat 
by my side, you would not ask why my heart is 
full, almost to bursting. The wild hope which 
caused my heart to bound but a few hours since, 
has passed away. The shadows of death have 
thickened around me. The cold damps of the 
grave have chilled my spirit, for my beloved boy 
has gone—forever gone. Night after night I 
have watched over his untroubled sleep, and 
longed for the morning sun to awaken him to 
gladness. He sleeps forever now. A thousand 
times I have wept to behold his lightest grief. 
He will never sorrow again. He lies before me 
now. Yes—he rests in the little bed over which 
I have so often bent to give him the good-night 
kiss. Those lips which have moved in an infant’s 
prayer, are closed. He will never speak again. 
His brown hair lies in clustering curls upon his 
pale forehead, and the rose has faded from his 
cheek. 

It was but an hour after you left us last week, 
that he first complained. I was sitting by the 








THE LOST TREASURE. 

‘*Oh, mother, I have lost my kite, my beauti- 
ful pretty kite that papa gave me.” : 

James’ flushed cheek and quivering lip bore 
full testimony to the little trial which was almost 
enough to break his heart. His mother was 
deeply engaged reading a letter which she had 
but a few moments before received. James did 
not notice that the tears were in her blue eyes, 
and that the hand in which she held the letter 
trembled. He went to her, and laid his hand 
upon her shoulder, and the tears rolled down his 
cheeks. It was but a moment, before Mrs. Hor- 
ton closed the letter, and laid it in her basket. A 
deep sigh escaped her, as she put her arm around 
her son, and inquired the cause of his trouble. 

**Why, mother,” said James, ‘‘I was flying 
my kite; and I saw a white cloud, and it looked 
very near. Iran up the hill, and Jet the string 
out, to see how near my little kite could go to 
the cloud; and while I was lovking up, the string 
got out of my hand, and it went away up, and at 
last [ saw it go round behind the cloud. I watched 
it, and it did not come again; but, mother, i is 
lost.””, Mrs. Horton pressed her boy closer to her 
heart, as she said, ‘‘and so the little treasure 
papa gave you is gone.””—She paused a moment, 
and then added, ‘‘ My son, I have received a let- 


ter this afternoon from a dear friend. She says 
her father gave her a treasure. She loved it as 
well—better than you loved your kite. She held 


it fast. She thought the string by which she held 
it was stronger, than the little string to your kite. 
She was thinking how much comfort she should 
take from her treasure; and it went away, far— 
far above the beautiful cloud, behind which you 
lost sight of your pretty kite—and, James, it will 
not come to her again.” ; 

The large tears soon dried from James’ cheeks, 
«ad as his mother finished speaking, he glanced 








window, still thinking of your visit, and in my 
| heart blessing God for the treasures of hope and 
happiness he has granted us, when Francis came 
; to me, and laid his head upon my lap. 
that there was a burning flush upon his cheek, 
but I supposed it merely the excitement of parting 
with his little cousin. I endeavored to divert his 
attention, and asked him if he would like to walk 
with me. His countenance expressed an unusual 
degree of pleasure as he replied,—‘‘ Yes, mother, 
if you will go and see Charles.”? Our visits to 
the poor sick boy had been suspended for a few 
days, and I very gladly complied with his request. 
We found the suffering boy near death. A scar- 
let fever of the most malignant character, had 
dreadfully reduced him. We remained by his bed 
about half an hour, and, as I took leave of the 
afflicted mother, Francis firmly grasped my hand, 
and pressing close to my side, said, ‘‘ Mother, do 
stay and make poor Charles well.”’? That night, 
when I had listened to the evening prayer of my 
beloved boy, he whispered, ‘‘ Mother, will you 
stay with me when I die?” I know not why it 
was so, but there was a vague, uncertain fear in 
my breast, that the flame kindled in my heart at 
the altar of God, was soon to be quenched. And 
while Francis slept I sat by him, and prayed for 
strength to meet the heavy affliction. The morn- 
ing sun shone brightly into our pleasant room, but 
it brought no relief for my fears; and ere the day 
passed, Francis was evidently a victim of the same 
disease which had wasted away the strength, and 
checked the life blood of Charles Haven. Fora 
number of days he was delirious; but even then 
he manifested the same patient sweetness which 
has always characterized him. Yesterday as I 
sat by his bed he opened his eyes and wildly asked, 
‘* Who is here?”? I bent over him, and in a low 
tone replied, ‘‘ Francis—mother is here.” He 
fixed his glazed eyes upon me, and I am sure he 


| nomeced 








knew me, for he put up his thin, emaciated arms 
and clasped them around my neck, while he pressed 
his burning lips to my cheek. Then sinking back 
On the pillow he said, ‘* Mother, please say, ‘ Suf- 
fer little children.’”? I repeated him the verse. 
As I finished it he whispered, **T have heard that 


a good many times to-day. Who said it?” I told 
him perhaps Jesus had said it to his soul. A faint 


smile passed over his face, and he said in a stronger 
tone, ‘* Then, mother, he wants me to come, and 
I should love to go to heaven.” I did not reply. 
How could I?) He turned his heed, fixed’ his 
eyes upon me, and sweetly added, ‘* And when 
he tells you to come, then I shall see you in heav- 
en,—and shall you be my mother in heaven when 
we both go there???” The sunwassetting. | had 
fastened back the curtain, and the soft light now 
shone peacefully upon the scene of suffering and 
death. Francis turned his eyes upon the window. 
After a moment’s silence, he said, ‘*‘ Mother, read 
me what the dying boy said to his mother.” J 
knew well to what he referred, and I instantly 
read to him the following verse: 

‘*¢ Yes, mother, I loved in the sunshine to play, 

And talk with the birds and the blossoms all day. 

But sweeter the songs of the spirits on high— 

And brighter the glories round God in the sky— 

I see them—I hear them—too full is my heart; 

My mother—dear mother—Oh, let me depart.” 

** Yes, mother,” said Francis, ‘‘ I do want to 
go to God in the sky.—Kiss me, mother, and do 
not cry.”’? He soon fell asleep, and at three this 
morning, he closed his little hands across his 
breast, and ceased to breathe. 

When you, my dear sister, have watched the 
flower of your affections fade and die, when you 
miss the bounding steps, the joyous laugh, the 
winning tone, and know that they have passed 


forever, then you will know the utter desolation of 


my heart. My child has gone to join the infant 
throng around the throne of God. I feel that he 
is happy, and that his father has met and welcomed 
our lovely boy to a world of happiness; but they 
have left me alone; and yet, ‘‘ Jt ts well with the 
child,” and I trust He who cares for me, will not 
leave me in this hour of trial. My kindest love 
to little James. He will be dearer to my heart 
for his affection for Francis. 
Your affectionate sister, Ss. 





From the (London) Tract Magazine. 
AN AFFECTING NARRATIVE. 

Perhaps there is no one Christian grace that 
we require to be reminded to practise more than 
confidence in Gop; that lively faith in God’s mer- 
cy through Curist, which is equal to struggle 
with the greatest trials, and overcome the severest 
afflictions. The word of the Lorp which spoke 
to the ears of Joshua, should speak also to the 
hearts of all Gop’s people: ‘‘ Have not 1] com- 
manded thee? Be strong, and of a good courage; 
be not afraid, neither be thou dismayed: for the 
Lorp thy Gop is with thee whithersoever thou 

oest.”’ 

Unthankfulness is a leprosy that clings to the 
human heart. The sun may shine, and the moon 
may give her light; the seasons may bring their 
accustomed blessings, and seed-time Wd harvest 
may not fail; our minds may be kept from over- 
whelming cares, cur bodies fom painful diseases, 
and our worldly possessions preserved from de- 
crease; peaceful Sabbaths may be ours, and the 
means of grace and the hope of eternal glory be 
enjoyed; and yet, in the midst of these and other 
unnumbered mercies, we are apt still to sorrow, 





and repine, and complain, as though Gop had for- 
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gotten to be gracious, as though his mercy was 
clean gone forever. Seeing that these things are 
so, it may be well now and then to compare the 
light afflictions we complain of, with the heavier 
trials of some of our fellow-pilgrims. Listen, 
then, to the fullowing affecting narrative. 

A pious woman had a heavy cross in her hus- 
band, who was a drunkard. It might be that she 
had not acted with prudence in marrying him, or 
he might have been led into this sin by thoughtless 
and wicked companions; after his marriage, how- 
ever, his excesses were a sad trouble to her, and 
occasioned her much sorrow. In one of his 
drunken fits he fell from the cart or waggon in 
which he was bringing home a load of iron, being 
by trade a smith. The wheels passed over him; 
and, in that unprepared state, he was crushed to 
death. 

Now ask yourself, whatever may be the trouble 
that most perplexes you, whether it is equal to 
that of having a husband crushed to death in a 
state of intoxication? 

Time rolled away, and she again married; her 
second husband was a true Christian, so that 
she was spared her former ‘anxieties. Though 
poor in the things of this world, they were both 
rich in faith, and went on their way rejoicing. 
But a dark cloud was gathering, and about to 
burst over the head of the poor woman. Her 
husband left her one day, little thinking how near 
he was approaching to an eternal world. Hewas 
standing on the edge of a very high cliff, when 
the ground gave way beneath his feet; he fell, 
and was dashed to pieces. Here was a trouble! 
bowed down as the poor woman had been by the 
awful death of her first husband, this second stroke 
seemed more than enough to overwhelm her; 
heavy indeed was this afflictive dispensation, 

Ask yourself, again, if you have a trouble equal 
to the loss of two husbands, by sudden and awful 
deaths? 

The poor widow would have sunk under this 
trial, but she looked to the Strong for strength, 
and to the Father of mercies for consolation. She 
was ‘‘ perplexed, but not in despair; cast down, 
but not destroyed.’? He who is the Father of the 
fatherless, and the Husband of the widow, sus- 
tained her in this great calamity. She might have 
said, ‘‘I am made to possess months of vanity, 
and wearisome days are appointed to me.” She 
might have complained in the bitterness of her 
spirit, but her language was rather, ‘‘ The Lorp 
gave, and the Lorp hath taken away; blessed be 
the name of the Lorn.” 

Her eldest son was then prospering at sea, and 
she looked to him as her earthly hope; but how 
mysterious are the ways of God! His ways are 
not as our ways, nor his thoughts as our thoughts. 
In returning home, this son was shipwrecked; 
even within sight of his mother’s cottage, he was 
swallowed up by the waves of the mighty deep. 

Think of the weight of this overwhelming ca- 
lamity, and again ask your heart, if its heaviest 
trouble can be compared with the loss of two hus- 
bands and a son by sudden deaths? 

Had not this tried servant of the Lorp been 
sustained by ‘‘ everlasting arms,” her soul would 
have fainted within her at these repeated trials; 
but those whom Gop supports have strength given 
them according to the day of their calamity. But 
the poor widow’s cup of affliction was not, even 
yet, full. She had another son, who, after serv- 
ing his apprenticeship, labored to support her. 
He was to her as a staff to lean upon; but this 
staff was also to be broken. He sickened, and 
died. 

Once more honestly question yourself, whether 
your bitlerest sorrows are worthy to be mentioned 
with those of this poor, afflicted, and destitute 
widow? 

It was some years after these mysterious provi- 
dences, that one who felt interested in the welfare 
of the poor widow, returned to his native place, 
in her neighborhood. His first inquiry was after 



















































































































found her drinking a little milk and water out of 
a common brown cup, and eating a piece of dry 
bread. But had she nothing more? Oh yes! 
she had much more; for she had a grateful heart, 
full of hope, and faith, and love to the Redeemer. 
She had patiently endured all her trials. She had 
lived a life almost unparalleled for kind actions, 
in one of her humble situation; and though pov- 
erty still surrounded her, her soul magnified the 
Lorp, and her spirit rejoiced in Gop her Saviour. 
Let this faithful warrative of her troubles, her 
submission, her patiencc, her hope, her faith, and 
joy, reprove our murmurings under lighter afflic- 
tions, and encourage confidence in Gop, so that 
the language, not of our lips only, but of our 
hearts, may be, ‘‘ Though he slay me, yet will | 
trust in him.” 


ae 


into the boat. “He waited a few days longer, ang 
then he sent her out again; but when she flew 
back to him in the evening, she brought a little 
green leaf in her mouth, and then he felt almost 
sure the waters were gone. He waited a little 
while longer for fear, and then he let the dove 
fly once more; but she never came back again 
for she found green grass and a beautiful tree to 
build her nest in, and she liked her liberty ver 
much. Then this good man and his children 
knew that they might venture out, and though they 
were very grateful to God for keeping them alive, 
yet I think they were quife as glad as the little 
dove to see the green fields, and leafy trees, and 
bright flowers once more. Don’t-you? Isa. 
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THE NURSERY. 








Written for the Youth’s Campanion. 
A TERRIBLE RAIN STORM. 


When I was a very little girl, I one day asked 
my mother to tell me a story, and though I have 
grown up to be a woman, | can remember it as 
distinctly as if it were but yesterday; so I will tell 
itto you. She said there once lived a very good 
man, who loved God, and was very correct in his 
conduct; but all the people about him were very 
wicked indeed. They did’nt obey God’s com- 
mands, and did’nt seem to care at all whether they 
pleased or displeased him. They went on so for 
a great while, till at length God determined to 
punish them for it; but he loved this good man 
and his family of whom I just spoke to you, so he 
told him that he was going to cause a great rain, 
which would destroy every body living; but that 
if he would build a great boat (which he would 
give him instructions how to make) he and all his 
family, and as many as chose to go into it, might 
be saved. Now | suppose that when this good 
man began to build, the people round him laughed 
at him very much. It was fair pleasant weather, 
and they were merry, and did’nt believe any such 
dreadful thing would ever happen. I’ve no doubt 
they made a great deal of sport of him, and tried 
all they could to laugh him out of it. But he 
went on busily with his work, and took no notice 
of their sneers and ridicule. He had a large 
family of sons and daughters, and his sons helped 
him work, I suppose. 

Well, after a while they finished it, and then 
they put in all sorts of creatures, (for it was very 
large,) and plenty of food, and then they all got 
in themselves; for though it was pleasant enough 
as yet, they knew very well that Ged would keep 
his word. And so he did, for after they were all 
safe in this great boat, the bright blue sky was 
suddenly overcast, and the rain began to pour 
down most furiously; all the grass and the pretty 
flowers and trees, were soon covered up, for it 
kept on raining just as hard as when it first began. 
Day after day that great boat floated about upon 
the waters, while every living thing out of it was 
dying. Oh how much those wicked people wished 
that they were safe inside of it. But there was 
no help for them then. They clung to the highest 
trees, and went to the top of the very highest 
buildings, | suppose, to save themselves, but it 
rained on, and the water kept rising higher and 
higher, and they knew that they must be drowned. 

Was’t it very dreadful? Well, a hundred and 
fifty days (that is 21 weeks and three days) it 


beast, except what was in that great boat. But 
God remembered them, and took care of them, 


rested on the top of a mountain. 





Mary Thompson; and, understanding she was yet 
living near, he visited her in her cottage, and 


rained till there was nothing left alive of man or 


for soon he caused the rain to cease, and the boat 
The water went 
off slowly; but the good man of whom I have told 
you thought it was’nt safe to venture out himself 
to find out if the water was entirely dried up, so 
he opened the window one day and sent out a lit- 
tle dove; but she soon flew back to him again, 
for she could’nt see a single green spray to light 
even her tiny little foot upon; so he took her back 


THE KING SNAKE. 
There is a large species of speckled snake 
called by the common usage in the Southern 
States, the King Snake; perhaps he is the most 
formidable enemy of the fatal rattlesnake. |r 
seems to be the chief end of its existence, to seek, 
to pursue, and to destroy the latter, whose re- 
treats and presence are discoverable by the emis- 
sion of a peculiar smell, resembling that of the 
cucumber vine. The King Snake, to almost all 
other animals, is the most ventle and harmless of 
creatures; you may strike him, he shows no re- 
sentment, he hisses not, he turns not, nor does he 
exhibit any terror or sluggishness. Drawn by the 
smell of the cucumber, he frequently enters gar- 
dens, but his appearance excites no alarm in any 
human being, that knows he is the King Snake: 
on the contrary, women and children will approach 
him, turn him about with a stick, and playfully 
annoy him, with perfect impunity; he is only the 
relentless enemy of the rattlesnake, whose strength 
and venom avail nething against the activity and 
mode of attack of the King Snake, who is always 
victor in every combat. 

Yet the rattle snake is a terrible reptile. There 
is a peculiarity truly appalling in the sound of his 
rattles, being unlike the noise of any other crea- 
ture, and when you hear it, even the first time, 
the true instinct of nature impresses on your 
quailing heart, that danger and death are near. 
Never shall I forget one horrid event of my 
ife. Twas fishing in a lake one summer day, 
when an unusual disposition to sleep affected me. 
I stuck the ends of my fishing rod in the bank of 
the lake, and sought a beautiful place of shade to 
enjoy repose. I laid myself on the grass between 
two trees, scarcely six feet apart from each other, 
my head resting against one, and my feet against 
the other. Islept. When I awoke, I turned on 
one side and perceived at some distance from me 
two brilliant humid orbs, and instantly a tremulous 
mingled sensation of an indefinable nature came 
upon my faculties. Something of an instinctive 
dictate or impulse, counselled me to avert my 
looks, but then there was such an absorbing, 
wishful delight in gazing into eyes, that intently 
and meltingly gazed into mine, that even the 
tremulous pulsations of fear fixed my gaze, re- 
laxed my frame, and I remained so fascinated 
that I could see nothing but the most beautiful 
colors. In short I was so totally bewildered with 
commingled emotions, that I was absolutely pow- 
erless, and I could not withdraw my gaze, nor 
even move. 

Suddenly the melting eyeball glared with sparks 
of fire—there was a movement—lI started from a 
dreamy state—I saw a huge rattle snake—its 
gaze was disturbed, and when J heard the hateful 
rattle sound, the full danger of my _ situation 
aroused me, and through all my frame, I felt the 
extremity of terror; and just as I was on the point 
of obeying a phrenzied impulse to rise and fly, ! 
felt the deadly reptile, as I thought, curling around 
my neck, I saw part of his body—felt the shiny 
skin upon my neck, and the shiver of horror went 
through every joint and member of my frame— 
Such a feeling of agony! my eyeballs filled with 
scorching fire—first red—next yellowish green. 
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Qhthere are moments of existence which involve 
the sensativns of years, and when the whole de- 
wilsof a thousand feelings scarcely occupy the 
prief space of a leisure thought. Nature could 
jo no more, and I Jost all sense. 
At length I had the painful tingling sensation 
ofreturning life through my veins, and when in 
fyll consciousness I arose from the earth, 1 saw 
near me tranquilly and quietly, a living: King 
Spake, and farther off the lifeless length of a tre- 
mendous Rattle Snake. I sat upon a log and re- 
fected, and I am satisfied that the King Snake 
had crept over my neck to my rescue, there being 
alarge log on one side, and the lake on the other, 
go that his nearest route to the enemy was over 
my body. But though my life was providentially 
preserved, yet the effects of that scene are the 
exhaustion of a great portion of my excitability, 
and the introduction of grey hairs and premature 
debility, in all my powers of mind and body. 
[Anecdotes of South. 





oa 


RELIGION. 








SSS 
THE BLIGHTED PEAR TREE, 

Last autumn we had a pear tree planted in our 
garden, and the nurseryman, from whose grounds 
it was selected, said, when he brought it, ‘‘ There, 
that is a beautiful tree, and you are as likely to 
have a bushel of pears off it next year as not.” 
This was very pleasing intelligence of course: 
now for the sequel. The winter rolled away, and 
the buds of spring, lovely spring, began to appear, 
and our pear tree was promising. The sweet, 
white round buds opened into flowers, and while 
many of our neighbors complained that the un- 
kindly frost had nipped all their hopes with regard 
to fruit, our pear tree shone forth almost a sheet 
ofbloom. Days passed on and the fruit set, and 
little pears showed themselves in rich abundance, 
and we said that the gardener’s words would be 
fulfilled, and we should have a bushel. A niece 
of mine, just at this time, came to call on us, and 
Ishowed her the tree, saying, that if it bore a 
bushel, as was prophecied, she should have half a 
peck of them. Accordingly she smiled assent and 
satisfaction, and we walked away. But the bitter 
wind blew and the frosty night came, alas, alas! 
forthe poor pear tree. The next morning I look- 
ed at it from one of the back windows, and per- 
ceived a great alteration in its appearance, and 
going near it, I beheld the ground covered with 
these tiny pears. I picked them up, and had the cu- 
tiosity to count them, and no less than three hun- 
dred and sixty did I throw away, leaving numbers 
aill upon the earth under it. O my bushel of 
pears, and my niece’s half peck—gone—disap- 
pointed hopes and blasted expectations! So much 
for the story: now for the moral. 

Iknow a lady who dearly loves her children, 
vho neglects no opportunity to do them good, 
md who prays with and for them; and in one of 
her little boys she thought she saw some evidence 
ofreal piety and love to God and holy things, but 
he has become careless and unconcerned like 
most other children, and the good appearances 
have all passed away; like the pear tree there was 
a pleasing bloom, but no lasting fruit. Then I 
know another fond mother, who watched over her 
son in babyhood with the utmost care, and who 
was constantly taking her beloved one to Jesus, 
and he too seemed to set out towards heaven. He 
appeared like a lamb in the heavenly fold, and as 
he grew in years all around him thought he also 
grew in grace; but he went to a boarding school, 
and he became light and gay; he was apprenticed 
out, and he forgot his God; he has gone astray, 
and has turned his back upon those paths which 
only are the paths of peace. Here again is a 
blighted pear tree—the fruit appeared to set, and 
the prospect was cheering, but it has all fallen to 
the ground, while the tender parents weep over 
the change, and mourn with anguish over their 
ton. O my beloved young friends who have 
Christian privileges, ye who have set at the feet 
of your Redeemer, learn, O learn, what a chilling 


frost is bad example and idle company. Religion, 
in the human heart, is like a tender plant in an 
unkindly soil: nurture it, attend to it, carefully 
guard it, and it will grow and thrive; neglect tt, 
and it droops and dies. If my pear tree could 


‘have been sheltered from that cutting north east- 


erly frost, which deprived it of all its beauty and 
its fruits, it had been a richly laden tree, and 
would have repaid me for all my care. 











MORALITY. 


SHORT TALES, 


Bernard Bland lives in a cottage, just under a 
greystone rock; close to the cottage is a neat lit- 
tle shed, and at a little distance a summer arbour 
in the garden. The rock is grey, the cottage is 
grey, the shed is grey, and the arbour is grey; 
all look grey together. 

When Bernard first came to his cottage, this 
shed was not built, but only the cottage and the 
summer arbour, and they were painted grey. 
When he put up the shed, a neighbor came to 
him and advised him by all means to paint the 
shed black, and presently brought him some black 
paint to do it with. 

Soon after this in comes another neighbor with 
some white paint, and advised him to paint it with 
that colour. So he gave over all thoughts of the 
first plan, and agreed to follow up the second. 

Before the shed was painted, old Gilbert Guy, 
who had heard all about the matter, made a call 
at the cottage. Now Gilbert was about one of 
the wisest men in the parish. 

‘* Bernard Bland,” says Gilbert, ‘‘ the neighbor 
who advised you to use black paint is an enemy 
of yours, and therefore do not follow his advice, 
for he hates you; and the neighbor who tells you 
to use white paint is an indulgent friend, therefore 
think a little before you follow his advice. The 
counsel of our dearest friends and our bitterest 
enemies is sometimes equally unwise. If you 
paint your shed either black or white, it will be 
quite out of character with the things around it. 
Now hearken to me; mix up the white and black 
paint together, and see what that will do. The 
black will attract the heat of the sun, and your 
boards will soon split; the white may look very 
well for a short time, but it will soon become 
shabby and show every spot of dirt.” 

Bernard did so, and found that it made just the 
color he wanted: just the very grey hue of the 
rock, the cottage, and the arbour. 

‘*Come,’’ said Bernard to himself, when he 
had done using his brush, ‘‘I see that, though an 
enemy would make us black as soot, and a friend 
as white as snow, we may profit by them both, 
if we only know how to turn their sayings and 
doings to the best advantage.” 











THE FARMER. 


An ungodly farmer, who had flocks and herds, 
and a large farm house, and a full rick-yard, and 
a garner well stored with grain, was far from 
being happy. He was well off for this world, but 
not well provided for the next. 

Now it happened that this farmer came to pov- 
erty, for his flocks and herds were sorely visited 
by ‘disease; and his house, his barns and his ricks 
were burned to the ground. But poverty is the 
best thing in the world for some people, and when 
God pleases, he can make it the means of bringing 
an ungodly farmer to a better state of mind. It 
was exactly so with the farmer that I have been 
speaking of; for he, through Divine grace, be- 
came pious, and was happier in his poverty than 
he had been before in his prosperity. 

An ungodly neighbor, about this time, called 
upon him to condole with him on his great losses, 
and on his wretched condition. 

‘* Stop, stop,” cried out the poor farmer, ‘‘ you 
are altogether wide of the mark, I never was so 
rich as | am now; and as to my condition I take 
it to be ten times better than it was before. | 





have lost, it is true, my flocks and my herds, my 


—— 


house and the produce of my farm, but I find it 
much better to have God without these things, 
than to have these things without God.” ‘ 








POETRY. 
. Written for the Youth’s Companion. 
SABBATH SCHOOL HYMN, 
Tune—Greenville. 
Welcome Teachers! now we meet you 
Once again assembled here; 
With the warmest love we greet you, . 
Yes, we say with hearts sincere 
elcome Teachers— 
Friends so faithful—welcome here. 
Welcome school mates! all partaking 
Of our every hope and fear; 
Heavenly things have here been told us, 
By our faithful Teachers dear. 
Shall we slight them— 
Shall we slight their words of love? 
Shall our time and powers be wasted 
Given by Almighty grace? 
Here thy truths we oft have tasted, 
Shall the world those truths efface? 
Blessed Saviour— 
In our hearts thine image trace. 
Sweetest pleasures all connected 
With our much loved Sabbath Scoool; 
Holy prayer so oft repeated, 
In our hearts must leave its trace. 
Blessed Spirit— 
Fill our hearts with heavenly grace. 
Now dear Teachers we can never 
Half our gratitude express; 
May your prayers for us continue, 
ill we find in heaven our rest. 
Will you Teachers— 
Pray, oh pray, and never faint. C. 
Augusta, April 28, 1836, 





- TO CORRESPONDENTS. _ 

A few Communications remain on. hand which will appear 
in the next voluma. 

We thank our Correspondents for favors already received, 
and solicit a continuance of their Contributions. 
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